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DON’S DIARY: Awakened by 

iv wife at 7:15 A. M., slie right 
a schedule, on her before-work 
Lsit. What a comfort, snuggling 
1 blanket all night, sleep- 



a _ 0 -eaders to ask their favorite 

_ to present MY CHRISTMAS SONG FOR 

_ A wonderful lift for ipy lagging morale . . . My wife 

phoning me from the office to say she broke her glasses again 
—twice within the week—ouch! . . . Reading a piece on suc¬ 
cessful formula for\ contemporary songwriting. Just write 
your tune around a commercial product, a failroad, anything 
that can be “subsidized” by an advertiser—sUch as ATCHI- 
SON, TOPEKA AND SANTA PE, BUM AND COCA COLA, 
and such. Okay—how’s about “I’m Nuts About Nuts”—the 
•Walnut Growers Assn, should love that one. “I’m Achin’ for 

Bacon”-Packing House people, note. And just in case the 

& P. R. R, is jealous of that ATSF song, whv not “The Santa 
Fe Is Not for Me—I’ll Ride on the Old S 
it!... I just got a bottle of 5% DDT fvor 
post—49c plus 15c postage. After read w 
structions I’m afraid to even open the bottle! . .. 
my morning mail. More nice letters from people i 
New York—swell people, bless them all! ... A lei 
nephew, sweating it out with 93 points, in a dusty tent, camp 
joutside of Naples, Italy, waiting for a ship home and then the 


_nbelt^apareeh- 

•eading the CAUTION in- 

pie in and around 
A letter fror 


after r 




■e than three y< 


- ..- - - _ an get ho . 

. . Beading my morning 
.stcast—the height of something 

in Symptoms and Mister Mon- 


Short Thoughts: University of Arizona co-eds riding by on 
'horses, their “riding habits” levis and men’s shirts, the long 
shirttails on the outside. If these girls deliberately wanted to 
make themselves look unattractive they couldn’t do a better 
job . . . U. S. Public Health Service taking r-rays, giving TB 
tests to students and faculty of Arizona schools and colleges. 
Some hearts will be broken when tests show positive, but some 
lives will be saved by learning the truth in time ... There are 
enough things in the news these days to be taken with a grain 
of salt to cause a salt shortage ... D-Day for Tucson dogs came 
.when a two-year quarantine against rabies was lifted. Once 
again they can roam the city streets—from pillar to post, from 
tree to tree, searching for whatever dogs search for when they 
sniff, sniff, sniff... After the atom bomb will come something 
.worse—perhaps the discovery by Russian scientists of a death- 
ray which could kill millions in a flash . . . Join the army and 
see the world. Army recruiting officers offering a choice of 
.world scenery to recruits who can choose Asia, Europe, Alaska, 
Canal Zone or the U. S. whichever they prefer . .. 10,000 to 15,- 
000 jobs said to be going begging In Arizona. Hot all wartime 
bonus jobs, but jobs that will keep the w.k. wolf far from a 
man’s door ... $1,000,000,000,000—don’t mind all those figures 
—like our national debt, they mean nothing... What this coun¬ 
try needs is more labor-saving devices . \. Definition of a for¬ 
eign diplmet: One who can dip deep int othe U. S. Treasury 
with billions in loans . . . “So sorry, please,” so say the Japs. 
So sorry, please—well perhaps. But the only thing they’re 
sorry for is because the dirty little so-and-so’s lost the tfar! 


.. . Theme song for GI’s going through slow-motion army red 

tape in being discharged: “Let’s Take the Long Road Home.” 
'. .. The highest IQ test required by the army is for eryptog-. 
raphers—those who break down enemy codes. But ar- 
---jejjjjl— or high pay ratings? No-- 



Now we have moving pictures that talk, we wish 
we had patrons of moving pictures who didn’t. 
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HEADACHES, BESIDES YOUR OWN 

Wash., D. C.: For failing to secure essential work, 
the Washington Draft Board of Appeals reclassified 
to 1A a local worker and father of seven children. 
Perhaps his headache is relieved; but not so the tax¬ 
payers. It will cost $229 per month in allotment to 
make the father a GI. 

Germany: Early in April, glowing dispatches ar¬ 
rived in the U. 3., disclosing the capture of nearly 
$100,000,000 of German Reichsbank gold at the bot¬ 
tom of a salt mine in MerkIeB^J2}£,unusually careful 
censor who passed the dispatches'Tor publication has 
now been transferred, since he failed to censor details 
of location. Place undisclosed. 

East Orange, N. J.: When a bus driver reached 
the end of the line, the passengers rebelled, declaring 
that they wanted to go to Newark. The driver balked, 
stating that he had a schedule to make; but they still 
refused to leave. The bus ended up in Newark with 
more wear on the tires, less gas in the tank, and a 
weary bus driver. 

Bethseda, Md.: The Montgomery CountWjjcjjnis- 
sioners promoted Mrs. H. to deputy clerk in rwWS- 
flce at $2,700 per annum. In addition, a quarantine on 
dogs was approved by the Commissioners. Question: 
Who needs the aspirin? 

Cheyenne, Wyo.: An April blizzard, blocking 
roads and endangering livestock with snow almost 
two feet deep, stranded thirty-five persons at a night 
club twelve miles from the nearest city. Ow! What 
heads when the sun comes out 

London, Eng.: April 1st the English moved their 
clocks up another hour. Now they are on double 
daylight-saving: two full hours ahead of Standard 
Time. 
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Sam: “I hear your brother has left the bank in which 
he was cashier.” 
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Just separated from the army after three and one-half years 


SOPHIE TUCKER at La Martinique drove up to a 
gas station and asked for two quarts of oil. The at¬ 
tendant said, “What kind, heavy?” “Say, young man, 
don’t be fresh with me,” was the indignant response. 
. . . When Lew Parker of “Are You With It?” was 
stopped by a panhandler with “Have you the price of 
a cup o’ coffee?” Lew replied “Oh, I’ll manage some¬ 
how, Thank You” . . . sign on the door of a rooming 
house on 49th Street—“Peddlers, Beware! We shoot 
every tenth peddler. The ninth one just left” . . . 


HOWARD LINDSAAY is taking penicillin shots . . . 
BELLE BAKER opens at the Beachcomber in Miami 
on Dec. 15th... It’s a shame that “The Girl From Nan¬ 
tucket” is such a flop for JANE KEAN’S sake, she 
really is a clever cutie ... The returning Vets are pull¬ 
ing for MARTHA RAYE at Nicky Blair’s Carnival 
. . . she sure treated them swell Over There . . . 


Our Noted King of the Hoboes (Ben Benson) resides 
behind a sign post somewhere on Hollywood Blvd. . . 
Senator Bilbo loves equality so much that the success 
of others makes him miserable . . . Frank McIn¬ 
tyre is completely recovered—he is now blowing the 
foam off his medicine . . . 

The telephone, it is said, is not making much progress 
in Russia. And no wonder! Fancy a man going to a 
phone and shouting “Halloa, is that you, Dvisoct- 
kivchsmachvoiesket?” “No, it is Zollemschkscho- 
kemoff. I want to know if Xliferomanskeffskilma- 
juischzvastowsksweilirski is still stopping with Dvi- 
' soctkirchsmartvoiszstjtski.” 

Many a College Boy would be better off if his English 
and his manners were as good as his Latin and Foot¬ 
ball . . . Brooklyn is growing rapidly—the rooms in 
some of the new flats remind you of Harlem ... 
Those Celebs who brag that they entertain the boys 
overseas five miles from the front line only had the 
largest barrier in Germany protecting them—The 
Rhine River . . . Disgusting to see Greedy Bartenders 
. serving staggering Service Men to many drinks . . . 

Something About the Stars . . . When JIMMY DU¬ 
RANTE worked in a Nite-Club he saved a would-be- 
suicide from taking his life by pounding on the piano 
so loudly that he disturbed the man’s aim . . . 
CHARLES BOYER is rated one of the best bob-sled 
pilots in France ... MYRNA LOY once danced in the 
same chorus with Mildred Pierce, I mean JOAN 
CRAWFORD . . . LIONEL BARRYMORE was once 
knocked out by JOHN L. SULLIVAN ... and GRETA 


GARBO used to lather beards in a Stockholm barber, 
shop . . 

Advice to the Job-Lorn . . . don’t let your job look so 
big that you lose self-confidence . . . When you were 
fighting, the unions were striking—now they are 
fighting for you . .. forget that long needed rest and 
start to work—at anything . . . people have forgotten 
. . . and the sooner you find that out the better off 
you’ll be .. packing a gun won’t get you anything but 
trouble . . . the war made men out of some . . . and 
bums out of others . . . what you have seen overseas 
doesn’t compare to what you see at home today . . . 
so listen, there’s people worse off than you and get¬ 
ting along a damn sight better . . . 

CHARLES MeCARTIIY, who penned “When Your 
Old Wedding Ring Was New” has a spot in Green¬ 
wood Lake ... GEORGE TOM, CY GILLIS and BUS¬ 
TER McGOWAN of the 4?th Street Cafe can really 
sing the old-time ditties, including the “Wedding 
Ring” song—drop in, TOM TROY, and make it a 
fourth*. . . ABIE WALL STREET is going into the 
publishing business with an outstanding Playboy . .. 
Refugees returning to their homeland have taken two 
million dollars out of this country, exclusive of taxes 
... Why? ... JANE RUSSELL will premiere her pic¬ 
ture “The Outlaw” in New York the first week in Feb¬ 
ruary without a slash . . 

Eddie Condon is misbehaving in Julius’... Jack Gehan 
knows something about music—he knows every bar 
on 6th Ave . . . Billie Holliday is back and better at 
Club Downbeat. . . Teddy King and his band at Jack 
Dempsey’s packs the same wallop as boss . . . Adrian 
iRollini Trio is good for a long stay at the Victoria Ho¬ 
tel ... Ethel Merman will star in “Annie Oakley”—the 
music by Irving Berlin ... Dinty Moore was fined $5,- 
000 for lifting his prices, and he’s still doing business 
. . . Bob Weitman, N. Y. Paramount director, has the 
Brooklyn Para under his wing . . . 

I’m very tired today ... I just walked in from Brook¬ 
lyn ... after being lost for three hours ... I had a defi¬ 
nite address when I took the subway . . . got off at 
some station . . . went upstairs ... walked a block or 
two... then felt I got off at the wrong station... and 
proceeded to retrace my steps . .. but I didn’t reckon 
with the Brooklyn inhabitants . . . because while my 
back was turned ... they must have filled in the sub¬ 
way entrance and put trolley tracks over it... because 
to this day ... I still can’t find the blasted thing . . .. 

Dear Kitty Kittens Cats: 

I stood myself down, typewriter in hand, to write 
you a letter in pen. Please pardon the pencil. I don’t 
live where I lived, because I moved to where I live now. 
When you come to see me you can ask anybody be¬ 
cause nobody knows me. I am sorry we are far apart 
I wish we were closer apart. 

I’m mailing you a jacket by express. I cut the 
buttons off to make it lighter in weight. If you want 
them, you’ll find them in the pocket. If you don’t re¬ 
ceive this letter, let me know, as I will mail it to you. 
My sister’s baby swallowed some pins, so they fed him 
a pin cushipn and now everything is fine. I would 
have mailed you the money I owe you but didn’t think 
of it until I sealed the envelope. Your friend Jack. 

P.S.—Enclosed you will find a picture of me, but 
for fear of losing it, I took it out. 
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THE STILL RUGGED INDIVIDUALISTS. . . . 

By HAROLD HELFER 

A 1,5-year-old schoolboy, Philo Farnsworth, first 
propounded the basic ideas of modern electronic tele¬ 
vision, which will be one of the great new industries 
to arise after reconversion really sets in. 

The real name of Bruce Cabot, the movie star, is 
Christened Etienne Pellissier de Bujac. 

Henry Ira Butler, a chief steward in the Merchant 
Marine, who has been at sea most of the time since 
the war, is 72. 

Sick and tired of seeing “Hollywood, Broadway 
and the networks murder Southern accents,” Walling 
Keith, editor of the Gadsden, Ala., Times has an¬ 
nounced formation of the “Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Southern Accents.” 

James Pitcock, Pueblo, Colo., killed a buck and 
a doe with a single bullet. 

City Solicitor A. E. Lord, of Vancouver, is propos¬ 
ing a law that would make it illegal for women “back¬ 
seat drivers” to annoy their husbands while they’re 
driving. 

After being mayor of Missouri City, Mo., for 36 



A rock rolled on Dan Maranelli's leg at Canon 

City where he worked and he complained occasionally 
about the “bruise” but kept on working—four days 
later the Colorado man found out he had a broken leg. 
Five years ago Gregory Peck, the sensational new; 
star, was a barker at the World’s Fair. 

Corp. Harold A Shay, of Rumson, N. J., a gunner 
on a bomber, let his friends write letters to their folks 
back home on the cast of his broken leg. 

Corp. Hubert Jelly, Albany, N. Y., tells about a 
resident of a French town who held “an American 
flag in one hand and a German flag in the other until 
he was sure which side had won.” 

Rev. George B. Curtis, Winslow, Ariz., received 
a most unusual gift for a preacher from his soldier 
son in the South Pacific—two grass skirts. 



go to. I know one thing: that I am in this life now; 
and I will live it. 

The civil service is divorced from politics, all right. 
The fat that is fried out of the officeholders in cam- 
aign years is alimony. 
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empty pockets. 

Romance nipped in the bud usually remains the 
most charming. 

You didn’t choose your ancestors, it was an acci¬ 
dent; but if they could have seen you first it might 
never have happened. 

Woman controls seventy-five per-cent of the 
world’s wealth—and if man don’t watch his step she’ll 
get the other twenty-five. 

If a man is ashamed of his conduct once in a while 
it helps him to be a better man. 

Resentment for what we have not is apt to rob 
us of that which we have. 

Many have arrived at death’s door, but Father 
Time was out, looking for somebody else. 

Fear slays the effort; and eventually the man. 

Some folks seem to have all the luck, but it’s 
usually because they are home when Lady Luck ar- 




givings as to her competence to preside over a 



SIDESHOW 

By JOSEF S. CHEVALIER 
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THE INVISIBLE POWER 

Some people get discouraged because they can’t 
see God, never realizing that God is near them all the 
time. The changing seasons, births, deaths, and every¬ 
thing that happens in the world around us is a manifes¬ 
tation of God’s handiwork 

We can no more explain the reason for millions 
of young men being destroyed in the holocaust of war, 
than we can the migration of birds that travel thous¬ 
ands of miles each year to the same locality and same 
nesting place. 

Neither can we explain the reason for one human 
being living 80 years, while another expires seconds 
after birth. Nor why one is destined to a life of wealth 
and ease, while to exist another is condemned to a 
lifetime of back-breaking_ labor. 

I sometimes think it is best we do not know the 
answers to life’s eternal riddles. If we knew the year, 
day, and hour we were going to die, we would die a 
thousand deaths while waiting, so perhaps it is also 
best we do not know the reason for a bird’s unerring- 
flight. 

The divine power of God controls our every move, 
and though it be not visible it is near us all the time. 
Whether we call this guiding force God, or what we 
will, it is there just the same. Who dares deny it? 


“GENTLEMAN’S MARK” 

By DON HUBBABD 

Mark Twain, always the gentleman well-versed 1 
in life’s little niceties, never failed to show tender, 
compassion to all who deserved it. If he felt scorn 
for the social misfit, it was well concealed for he never, 
exhibited the characteristic. 

“Good breeding,” said Mark Twain, “consists in 
concealing how much wc think of ourselves and how 
little we think of the other person.” 


BETWEEN THE “GHOUL” POSTS 
Since we’ve buried the hatchet with Germany and 
Japan a permanent army of occupation should be 
posted around the grave! 


Better never trouble trouble, unless trouble trou¬ 
bles you; ’cause you’ll only have double trouble, trou¬ 
bling trouble if you do. 

There will always be men foolish enough to try to 
dent stone walls with their heads. 





































—TALKING TO MYSELF 

By Bernard Bruce 



"YOU WUZ RIGHT *>BCUT HIM BEING 

JUST A SHELL - BUT YOU DIDN'T SAY 

WHAT CALIB ER/" 

There’s plenty of room at the top, but you must run 
your own elevator! 

The moon sets us a good example by showing its 
bright side to the world! 


Soft, bat forced, tones of kindness barn worse 
than harshness. 


External conditions do not influence the happiness 
or unhappiness of our lives as much as we think. 
With them the sweet and the bitter is always in 
proportion. It is how much we are loved, and 
above all, how much we love, that makes the 
difference. 

The come lian r’o claimed a spirited past was 
really only referring to his ghost-writer, or would 
you say he had a spook in his speech? 



DON’T TAKE IT FOR GRANTED, PLEASE! 

By VIOLA MICHELS 

Never, if you consider yourself a true American, 
ever take our wonderful way of life and the privilege 
of being a free person for granted. Freedom was 
bought and paid for with mother’s tears, broken 
hearts and bodies and many precious lives. The cost 
is too high to forget at any time. We, who are for¬ 
tunate enough to live in America, are the luckiest 
humans on the face of this entire earth. If you get 
fed up or think our form of government is not giving 
you a square deal, be sure to learn all you can about 
how they run things in other countries and you will 
come to know that your own country is not lacking 
in fair play. Make the best of the glorious opportuni¬ 
ties your country leaves open for you and you will 
beeome worthy of the greatest country in this whole 
cock-eyed world: America, the good old U. S. 
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Sam: “Say!” 

Paul: “What is it?” 

Sam: “Do you know that real estate is becoming so 
valuable in New York that only the very rich can 
afford to be dirty?” 


PARAGRAPHS 
By ALDEN JACKSON 

Many an embryo author has been dubbed crazy 
by fools until the author’s brainstorm provided him 
for a rainy day. 

A problem child is the sum total of a father and 
mother who didn’t take the time to figure him out. 

Don’t bet on the races, including some of the 
human races who ran wild and are now out of the 
running. The only thing to put on their nose is a 
mailed "fist. 

The ambition of most men of Smart Society every 
season is to plunge into the Sea of Matrimony with a 
bathing beauty. 

Some people seem to regard marriage as a lark, 
but judging from divorce cases involving highball 
weddings, we think marriage is not so much a lark 
as it is a swallow. 

The best alibi of the month was the excuse the 
boy gave his teacher when she caught him pitching 
pennies. He said he was building up strength to throw 
a dollar across a river in imitation of George Wash¬ 
ington. 

A lady scientist has just discovered that women’s 
brains are as large as men’s. All she will have to do 
now is to discover why they don’t use them. 

Petting parties are blamed for many forest fires. 
Another argument against “flaming youth.” 


HOBO NEWS QUIZ 
By SAMUEL CHURGEL 

1. What woman has gone down in history for wreck¬ 
ing saloons with a hatchet? 

2. What is a picture puzzle called? 

3. Divine intervention in human affairs is called 
what? 

4. What is a breeding ground for rabbits called? 

5. What theory of Einstein’s is said by authorities 
to have been proved by the atomic bomb? 

6. What organ from the secretion of spiders and 
certain caterpillars produces a thread of silk? 

7. What woman Soviet politician is best known in¬ 
ternationally? 

8. What are exclusive people of Boston called? 

9. Smallest singing birds are members of what 
breed? 

10. Work that usually belongs within a woman’s 
sphere is known by what term? 

11. The smallest anthropoid ape is called what? 

12. What type of grasshopper is most destructive to' 
vegetation? 

13. Where did the ukulele have its origin? 

14. A hackneyed phrase or expression is called what? 

15. A certain type of painting is named after what 
17th century Spanish painter, and what is its 

16. What is a 50-year-old person called? 

17. Who has gone down in history as the most famous 
of our Naval historians? 

18. What common word of today originated in Roman 
antiquity to describe an imposing ceremonial for 
a victorious general? 

19. What is the name of the most famous bust in 
Greek mythology which is mentioned in a poem 
by Edgar Allan Poe? 

20. The finest Russian mink fur is called what? 

Answers on page 14 



There are times when a man would be excusable 
for being the echo of the devil. 
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BARKS FROM CHICAGO’S BOW-WOW-ERY 
By DON I. FRANKEL 

Madison Street nurses the derelicts and the 
broken old men, and they in turn nurse their dreams— 
dreams of being rich, of having beautiful cars, and 
penthouses. Or sometimes they have dreams less fan¬ 
tastic—dreams of returning to their families, or 
dreams of getting even with the girl who jilted them 
back in the past, or the boss who tired them and started 
them on the long trek to bum-dom. 

Thus the bum can see himself accosting his old 
boss, talking to him: “My wife left me—took my kid 
with her you see, I’m all alone.” 

And the boss says: “That’s too bad—” and he con¬ 
tinues eating and looks at the bum impatiently, want¬ 
ing him to go away and leave him eat his meal in peace. 
But the bum continues; talking, accusing. And from 
the depths of his complacency the boss grows pale. 
For suddenly it comes over him that there is some¬ 
thing menacing here—that this bum is not here on 
a mere protest visit—and the bum has a gun and he 
draws, and there is a scream—and a crash and a thud 
—and the siren of the police— 

Yes, this is how the ’bo likes to picture it—for, 
after ail, he generally reads a lot of detective stories, 
and sees a lot of movies and hears a lot of exciting 
radio dramas, and so he ties himself in with these fic¬ 
titious characters and sees himself as a dashing caval¬ 
ier, descending with wrath on those who have wronged 
him in his earlier days, and who helped bring on the 
plight he finds himself in—but it’s all a dream, a mir¬ 
age—he couldn’t get even with anyone, he’s too far 
gone for that, and he takes what little Madison Street 
offers him as consolation for broken dreams and goes 
on his way, a short way, at that, and a rocky one— 
to the end, an end not far off, not so far as he realizes. 



“I WANT A NICE SOFT PIET—/ WANT 
. TO THROW l T AT TACK HARRIS 

One of Mark Twain’s favoriti 
He said that when he was a boy of 14, his fathe: 
that he could hardly stand it to have the old mi 
ever, when he got to be 21, he was simply as 
much the old man had learned in se 



HEY, HAT! 

By PAT CHRISTIAN 

When the war ended, my wife, kid and I packed our 
duds and headed North for the Coal Region, where 
I got myself a job as a Gandy Dancer (section hand 
on a railroad to you dudes). 

We’ll probably hang around here awhile, then shove 
off again, for my wages are meager, and Simon Le- 
gree was a piker compared to the guy who holds the 
whip on this gang. 

Working as a Gandy Dancer is not so uneventful 
as you may think. Take my first day on this job, for 
example: 

We were repairing a road crossing at the foot of a 
mountain, which was busily traveled by trucks haul¬ 
ing coal from the mines a few miles up the mountain. 

Being my first day on the job, and not having had 
time to purchase working clothes, I wore dress pants 
and my Sunday hat. All the other men wore overalls 
and caps. 

One of the coal trucks rolled by and the driver 
yelled: “Hey, Hat, where’s the rest.of your suit?” 

The men and my boss laughed, and I laughed, too. 
although I was not yet in on their little joke. 

I had forgotten the incident when the same truck 
came by again, but I was a little irked when the driver 
yelled again: “Hey, Hat, when do you go into your 

I barely got a glance at the driver, but his voice 
sounded a little sissified. 

The gang began to call me “Hat,” and I was begin¬ 
ning to boil. 

“Wait till I lay my hands on that young squirt,” I 

A long train came by, and we were standing, wait¬ 
ing for the train to go by before resuming our work. 
A coal truck pulled up to the crossing and stopped. 
The driver tooted the horn and yelled: “Hey, Hat!” 

I dropped my shovel and ran to the truck and open¬ 
ed the door. I pulled the young squirt out of the cab 
and was ready to slap bis face when his cap fell off. 

I let go the squirt’s shirt and stopped, abashed. X 
was looking at the nicest crop of blonde curls I had 

The young squirt smiled and softly said: Hello, 
Hat.” 

The young squirt was a girl. 
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G.I. HARRY, c/o POSTMASTER, SAN FRAN., CAL. 
By MURRAY BRISTOL 

Dear Madge, 


I am in an especially happy mood as I write this 
letter. This morning I was told that the United States 
Government would throw all precaution to the winds 
and attempt to carry on as a leading power, without 
the militaristic aid of yours truly. Yes, Madge, that 
old adage holds true, “All things come to those who 
wait, providing you have the points.” 1 and a group 
of my business associates were gathered together this 
morning, greeted by a handsome Lieutenant, who with 
an angelic voice, told us that the moment transporta¬ 
tion was available, we would be returned to the States 
for discharge. Hart, Schaffner & Marx, here I come! 

These past 34 months have been long and weary 
ones, but throughout all that time my course has been 
indelibly marked out for me. I had to be a good sol¬ 
dier. That was the least I could do. You see, Madge, 
from the many thousands of applications, a group of 
my neighbors selected ME. They then forwarded their 
choice to the first man of our land, and they must have 
given me a good build-up, because in no time at all 
the President, himself, sent his congratulations and 
told me I had been selected. So, you see, I couldn’t very 
well let them down. I had to be a good soldier. 

It’s strange, though, a few months ago when I 




A liar is one who has no partition between his 
imagination and his information! 


didn’t know when or if I was getting out, I just couldn’t 
wait. Now, however, that I know the end is clearly in 
view, for some inexplicable reason, I am not over¬ 
wrought with anxiety. I don’t care if I remain in the 
Army for another week. 

Naturally all of us are anxious to return to our 
former civilian status, but Corpora! Howison’s anxiety 
stands out from the rest. He is a brainy guy, and while 
in the Army, he thought up a few inventions, and he 
just can’t wait to get out and try to get them into pro¬ 
duction. One of his ideas is the making of shoes out 
of Banana Skins. They won’t be exactly shoes, they 
will be more like Slippers. 

Another of his brainstorms is the crossing of a 
Grapefruit with Boric Acid. The Burbankian result 
will be a combination morning fruit and eye wash. Or 
perhaps only a padded cell. 

His piece de resistance is a novel idea. A revolving 
bowl for tired Goldfish. It ntc si t :>te that 
the only thing he hasn’t invented was a quick way of 
getting out of the Army. The transportation around 
here seems too plentiful, so if you don’t hear from me 
soon, perhaps you will be seeing me soon. In the mean¬ 
time soften up your kid brother for the eventual catas¬ 
trophic news: I haven’t any Jap souvenirs. Take care 
of yourself. Love, 

Next Week: G.I. HARRY WRITES AGAIN! 



This is what I ask of life: Eight hours sleep in the 
night—one hour’s walk in the day—a cold bath 
every morning and a hot bath every evening- 
fifteen minutes with a punching bag and ditto 
with my foils—bread, eggs, rare beefsteak and 
fruit to eat, and milk and Chambertin to drink— 
all the fresh air and sunshine obtainable—con¬ 
genial work in the daytime and congenial friends, 
at night — old books and new gowns — flowers, 
music and some occasional extra money — and 

The Grammar School prepares us for College; so 
do our frequent religious meetings on earth, fit us for 
the great perpetual meeting in heaven. 
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WHAT PRICE VICTORY 


“THE SERGEANT IS OVER THE SEA" 



The victory has been won; 

The sound of the very last gun 
Has died away, and the setting sun 
Reflects the spirit of peace, 

And a job well done. 

Home from the field of war and strife, 
There’s need of faith where hunger runs rife. 
A hero no more—no drum, no life 
To keep us in step 
As we go through life. 

Our medals are faded and packed away, 
Together with memories of another day. 

A new life has started so let us be gay, 
Forgetting the horrors of war, 

Also our meager mustering out pay. 


“Reading maketh a full man” is an old saui, but 
if you are not careful about what you read today 
you’ll soon be full of baloney! 



Bingo Bill: How’s business? 

Hank Courtney: Terrible. The editors are now 
sending the rejection slips on ahead by air mail so 
ithey'U get here ahead of the stuff! 

The sweet-tempered rocker of the cradle rules the 
world wisely. 


The most deplorable youth movement of the day 
is the jitterbug dance! 


I’LL MISS YOU 
By AI Morrison 

“I’ll miss the twitch of your bloated face; the tremble of 
each little finger; the redness of your watery eyes; your breath 
with the fragrance of FOUR ROSES; the faithful little burps 
in your hazy speech; the way you always hung your head; the 
wrinkles in your face and pants; the staggering poise in your 
every step. 

“Yes, all these things I’ll miss, thank God! But there’s 
one thing I WON’T miss—and that’s YOU—you BUM!” 

^ And,^ so saying, she pulled the trigger and shot him 
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MISCELLANEOUS 

Life’s three blessings: wife, children and friends. 

Love’s sweets: may they never cloy. 

Maids and bachelors, married, and soon so, 

Wives and husbands happy, and long so. 

May we look forward with pleasure, and back¬ 
ward without regret. 

May oar actions ever evince this belief, that hon¬ 
esty is the best policy. 

May we never break a joke to crack a reputation. 

May we always enjoy the end of a feast better 
than the beginning of a fray. 

May every honest man make money, and be wise 
enough to keep it. 

May our children seek from us rather than we 
from them. 

May oar injuries be written in sand and our 
friendships in marble. 

May we never know want till relief is at hand. 

May we look around us with pleasure, and upward 
with gratitude. 

May right overcome might. 

Ma" we live in pleasure and die out of debt. 

May vanity be paid with inattention, and merit 
be rewarded with respect. 

May we always command success by deserving it. 

May the best day we have seen be the worst we 
have to come. 

May trade and manufacture be unfettered by 
monopolies. 

May the present meeting be oft repeated. 

May we never be angry or hungry. 

May every liar be possessed of a good memory. 

May we always do good when we can—speak well 
of all the world, and never judge without the fullest 
proof. 

When a man lies like a gentleman to a woman, 
she ought to be lady enough to pretend to believe him! 

Consistency is a fashionable jewel for other 
people to wear. 

Some people have conscientious scruples about gam¬ 
bling and most of the others have reason to wish they 

had. 



THOSE GLASSES, 7HIRSTLEY/ 


FOR THE ALMANAC 
By WALTER J. MILLER 

On looking back on the history of the White 
House, from the choosing of its site, to the present 
date, one finds here and there facts of interest that 
are not everyday knowledge. 

Some of them are: 

Charles Pierre L'Enfant, a Frenchman chose the 

James Hoban, a Dublin Irishman, designed and 
built it. 

It cost the gov’t $50, the price of a medal to have 
it designed. 

Congress sponsored a national contest for the de¬ 
sign. Hoban won it. 

The prize was either the $50 medal, or $500 in 
cash. And Hoban patriotically chose the medal. 

Whites and Negroes representing 11 different 
countries had a hand in its construction. 

Part of the money for building it came from lot¬ 
teries. Congress was a bit “close” in its appropriations 
in those days. 

George Washington, who helped supervise the 
construction of the White House until the week of his 
death, always referred to it as the Federal Palace or 
Mansion. 

It took eight years, from 1792 to 1800, to make the 
White House ready for its first occupant, John Adams. 

But the place was so uncomfortable Adams and 
his wife Abigail, spent as much time away from it as 
they could at their estate in Massachusetts. 

No one, today, can tell where the cornerstone of 
the White House is placed. Successive layers of white 
paint, from which the mansion gets its name, have 
effectively concealed it from sight and knowledge. 
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THINKING OUT LOUD 
By BRYN K. BROOKE 


A very wealthy man in our midst passed away 
recently and left a hodge-podge of an estate to be 
settled. He had spent a lifetime accumulating ma¬ 
terial things—some of value, others, worthless. As 
his funeral cortege wound down our village street to 
the neighborhood cemetery, a native remarked: “Well, 
there he goes — made a pile of money—never spent 
any of it on anyone else and couldn’t take it with him.” 
What a monument to his memory! 


Having spent the greater part of his life piling 
up wealth, when he could have enjoyed some of it, the 
Grim Reaper came along and wrote “finis” to a life 
lived selfishly. Once, when approached for a donation 
for a worthy cause for the betterment of life in the 
village, he turned the solicitor away brusquely: “Let 
them work for it if they want it!” He was too blind to 
see that a sizable contribution from him and the use 
of his name would have endeared him to many. In¬ 
stead, people leafned to hate him because of his stingi¬ 
ness and feared him because of the power he wielded 
through the monopoly of wealth. 



And there are so many more like him. Men and 
women. Lonely, unhappy individuals in spite of all 
their money. That’s why every once in a while a news¬ 
paper headline screams: “Wealthy scion commits sui¬ 
cide.” Rich in material possessions, they are impover¬ 
ished in the way of living because they have never 
learned to live from the bottom up. A few hours in 
the gutter might revise their mode of living and give 
them a new insight in what the less fortunates have 
to fight to survive. It might even give them a purpose 
to want to go on living once they were re-educated to 
the fact that the money of which they have in abun¬ 
dance could be put to so many good uses. But the tra¬ 
gedy of the whole system is that many of them don’t 
care because they have never known what it is to be 
“down and out and friendless.” 



I don’t want to brag, but I’ve got my health and 
my friends; so what on earth more do I want? 


"H-M-M, only ten more shop-lifting 
DAYS.. UNTIL CHRISTMAS /" 


ORIGINAL PHILOSOPHY 
By TED BENTZ 

Always laugh when you can; it is a cheap medicine 
and is the sunny side of existence. 

When you dig your fingers deep down into the 
substance of life, you learn gratitude; and if your 
hands are warm a little of the substance of life will 
stick to them. 

Loving kindness is the better part of goodness; 
it will make your life fruitful and good; it will keep, 
the lamp within your breast burning with a clear, un- 
dimmed radiance to the end. 

Life brings many disillusioned revelations to 
those who get the pork and bean outlook and not cap¬ 
able of shaking it off. 

The optimist finds the thornbush full of roses; the 
pessimist finds the rosebush full of thorns. 

He stubbed his toe today, on a thing — he care¬ 
lessly laid it aside yesterday. 

The most interesting hours of your life are the 
hours money cannot buy. 

When you are no longer criticized, you will know; 
you are gone and dead. 

We can take the raw stuff of life and give it noble 
and lovely form, or we can take a masterpiece of God 
and make it cross and dull. 

Nothing is easier than fault-finding; no talent, 
no brains, no character is required to set up oneself 
in the grumbling business. 

The smile of a good friend is medicine to cure a 
heart whose heavy sorrow seems too much to endure. 

The best remedy for loneliness is to fall in love 
and stay that way. 
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STANDING DEBTS 

By BILL LANE 

I remember that Socrates was worried before he 
took leave of this old world that he owed a rooster to 
his friend, Asclepius. His last words—telling them 
not to forget to pay it. . . . 

Let me think a bit, do I owe anybody anything? 
Well, I know that I do not owe anyone a silly old bird. 
Money? ... Oh, yes, naturally I'd think first of money. 
All of us do. Nope. Don’t owe anybody any money. 

But the big debts are not financial and never can 
be paid. Just think of my debt to the fellow who in¬ 
vented trains, boats, elevators and planes and things 
like that, things for ME to ride on in comfort. I do 
not even have the worry of owning them or operating 
them. Just get on and off for an amazingly small fee. 
But I can ride as far and fast and with as much com¬ 
fort as any one of the fellows who do own them and 
have all the worry of looking after them. 

Look at all the men down through the years who 
have written books for me to read, enabling me to 
know what is going on in the other parts of the world 
—books that speak of love, devotion, adventure and 
wisdom. 

I’m willing to bet Dante and Plato and Cervantes 
and Shakespeare never knew that I was ever going 
to exist Yet they were all working hard for me. 

Perhaps you’ll say that you don’t owe anybody 
anything, and that you are a self-made man. Such a 
thing never existed. You were a pretty helpless little 
thing when you were a baby, weren’t you? Couldn’t 
take care of yourself. Had to be nursed and watched 
over and slowly taught t<5 walk and to talk and to eat 
and to do things like that. Perfectly helpless. Always 
people helping.... Millions of them through the cen¬ 
turies. Nobody can live alone in this world. 

Whether we are aware of it or not, we are our 
brother’s keeper. 

Just stop and give this question a little thought: 
*Do I owe anybody anything?” I’ll grant you that 



' G(- CEf 



CARDS AND STAMPS THIS CHRISTMAS! 


THE SEASONS OF LIFE 
By PAT DAVIES 

Life is the author of love, the god of man and 
the passion of woman. It is lively childhood in spring¬ 
time, racing from meadow to meadow, from glen to 
glen, spreading its careless laughter, entreating the 
world to join in its frivolous beauty. It is the vibrant 
youth of passionate summer, the love of daring, the 
worship of heroism. The red of the sun, the silver of 
the moon, the touch of warm earth—then a dash of 
cold disappointment, the knowledge that comes with 
autumn and common sense. It is the age when life 
becomes a settled routine of wandering, of working, 
of wanting or of wonder, the time when man thanks 
God because he knows, and woman wishes to God that 
she had but known. 

It is the triumph of age, when winter in its cool 
thoughtfulness spreads peace and contentment. It is 
warmth in the center of an icy atmosphere, the sound 
of an organ expressing its sentiments in tones of solid 
harmony and peaceful solitude. 

This, all this, is life. What fool can be that asks 
for more? 
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FROM THE FEED BOX 
By JOE KINS 

EK.Ready t. 


PELOPS 
PHONE ME 
DISPLAYER . 


Can Do Better 
Jon't Overlook 
. On Edge 


POP’S RIVAL . 

BAR WILLIE. 

BOBANET . 

CIRCLE BAR . 

AIR BORNE . 

SAMERON . 

ACKWELL . 

BOB’S PICK . 

MILOS . 

DEEP RED . 

HO HUM. 

SAMBOROMBON 
FISHERS PET . 

.Can Do Better 

.Long Over Due 

.Good at Distance 

. Has Speed 

. Has What It Takes 

. Worth a Bet 

. On Edge 

.KYadx to Scon- 

. Don’t .Overlook 

.Shall Repeat 

.In Good Form 

.Don’t Overlook 

WINNING HORSES 

By HIALEAH JOE 

NOTICE—Please keep my selections—these horses hold their 
form for a long time. 

If you wanna hit the Jae 

k Pot, you gotta play the right number 

PICK ONE HORSE OUT EACH RACE FOR 

DAILY DOUBLES, PARLAYS OR 1-2-3 

TWO HORSES LISTED IN SAME RACE 


NO PLAY- 

TWO YEAR OLDS THREE YEAR OLDS 

Sprints 

Any Distance 

HU-SING 

ADONIS 

CIO-PLAY 

DEFENSE 

RISKAIRE 

DISTANT-ISLE 

BILLY BUMPS 

GRAMPS-IMAGE 

HARVEY’S-PAL 

GREEN-BUSH 

RINGOES 

HIGH-HARP 

G-GIRL 

HOMEFLIGHT 

COURT-HOUSE 

IN-THE-BAG 

DUNKIRK 

JAMESINA 

DARK-JUNGLE 

MEADOW-MAID 

SHORT and LONG SHOTS 

RARE-OFF--- 

LIKE’S MUD; ALSO FAST 

SARAWAK 

NOT OVER $3,500 PURSE 

BLUE-STEEL--- 

MONEY-ON-THE-LINE 

LITTLE-N1P - 

LIKES-MUD NEXT OUT 

HAHOUT - 

IF YOU LIKE MONEY BET 

MARQUEST - 

A-LONG-SHOT-SPECIAL 

GLADAGRES-MARY - LONG SHOT 

KEATON-LIGHT - 

- - WILL PAY HAT FULL 

GALLANT-HOUR - 

READY-WILL WIN 



"WAS I EVER THRILLED TH/5 MORNING- 
TILLIE-I SAW TACK HARRIS CLOCKING 
ME AS.I PULLED THE MILK WAGON" 


THE .FIRST SNOW-FALL 



















































